A   PARISIAN   HOUSEHOLD

HECTOR.   Well, you'll sew on the button which carne off

my jacket yesterday?

AMBROSINE.   I can't; there isn't any thread to be had.
HECTOR.   I shall look a sight, going out with a jacket

flopping from side to side. Have you, at least, mended

my socks?
AMBROSINE.   I haven't any more clothing coupons, so I

can't buy any darning wool.
HECTOR.   Blast!
AMBROSINE.   We had sixty coupons between us.   I had

to give the tailor forty-five for your overcoat, six for

two pairs of socks, though these are as good as three

pairs since they're the same colour, two more for a tie

and six for a pair of pants. That's the sixty. A whole

year's ration gone.

HECTOR.   But all the same, I can't go about naked.
AMBROSINE.   What about me? I no longer wear stockings.
HECTOR.   You've got very nice legs.
AMBROSINE.   Perhaps, but I've also got cold feet.
HECTOR.   Did you remember to take my shoes to be

repaired?

AMBROSINE.   The shop's shut for want of materials.
HECTOR.   You can go to another.
AMBROSINE. The other shops won't take new customers;

they can't look after their old clients.
HECTOR.   Well, with this wet weather, I shall get my feet

soaked.  That will mean a cold, and there's no salve for

my nose because of the shortage of medicaments.
AMBROSINE.   And I shall have more handkerchiefs to

wash, which will mean less soap.
HECTOR.   Can you give me some soap for a wash?
AMBROSINE.   Here you are; that's all we have.
HECTOR. With this rubbish, less than thirty per cent fats,

I  use three  times as much and only get   half  as

clean.
AMBROSINE.   To say nothing of the way it sticks to your

fingers.
HECTOR.   Someone's ringing. Answer the door, and if its

the postman again with pictures of Petain get rid of him.
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